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told her everything; his letters to her revealed the man as nothing else
did; a mix up of art, rowdy meetings, translations of Homer, fights for
free speech, attacks on the upper class and at the same time designing wall-
paper and tapestry for them. It was the power of the strong man anxious
to accomplish something before his death. I myself have always behaved
as a child with long years of growth before me. He simply couldn't
understand why people quarreEed when they had a glorious end in
view, forgetting that people can never be friends unless they can quarrel.
If they can quarrel like myself without malice all the better, but not
many have made a fine art of quarrelling. When, in the good old
comradely days each was calling the other a liar, a rogue and a bourgeois,
it was meant to hurt: fellowship was life and what a life !"
"Tolstoy like Morris disliked being argued with," I said. "He would
go out of the room in a rage and bang the door behind him and then
return immediately. 'Forgive me.' he would say, 'all my life my temper
has been the worst thing I have had to contend with. When I think I have
gained the victory then I am overpowered'/'
"He was a simple man, if ever there was one. People talk about Saint
Joan as being a simple peasant girl; peasants are never simple, it's the
great who are simple. A great man is only a half per cent different to the
ordinary person but that little means very much indeed: they can go
with the great man so far and then have to stop because they can't see
any further, while he can. That is why the great man must learn to abide
his time, but unfortunately even the great man is impatient, instead of
being as a child he grows into an uneasy adolescent."
For the first time he came in the morning. Luckily we were at home
that day. He simply couldn't settle down to his writing that day.
"Did the wretched planes keep you up?" he asked.
"No. "We were firewatching on a London roof and neither the
searchlights nor the noise of the planes awakened us when it was our
turn to go off duty."
"We humans can get used to anything vile. It's only beauty we can't
stand, and truth, of course. As a fatherlandless^person I'm right out of the
war but all the same the war may be a good thing if it brings the nations
'together. Even quarrelling is better than living apart as every married
couple will tell you."
Why had he broken the even course of his routine this morning? I
knew he would come to it but he was moving in a mysterious way. He